
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Dancing in the Sky 

Song by Dani and Lizzy Nelson

Tell me, what does it look like in heaven? 

Is it peaceful? Is it free like they say?

Does the sun shine bright forever? 

Have your fears and your pain gone away? 

‘Cause here on Earth, it feels like everything Good is missing since you left And here on Earth, everything's different There's an emptiness

Oh-oh,  I

hope you're dancing in the sky

hope you're singing in the angel's choir 

And I hope the angels know what they have 

I’ll bet it's so nice up in Heaven since you arrived

So tell me, what do you do up in Heaven? 

Are your days filled with love and light? 

Is there music? Is there art and adventure? 

Tell me, are you happy? Are you more alive?

‘Cause here on Earth, it feels like everything 

Good is missing since you left 

And here on Earth, everything's different There's an emptiness

oh-oh, I

I hope you're dancing in the sky 

And I hope you're singing in the angel's choir

And I hope the angels know what they have 

I’ll bet it's so nice up in Heaven since you arrived

I hope you're dancing in the sky 

And I hope you're singing in the angel's choir

And I hope the angels know what they have

I’ll bet it's so nice up in Heaven since you arrived 

since you arrived

I’m Dancing in the Sky
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Dedication
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To everyone who has lost a loved one. I am here  to help and give a little love  and compassion. My story is only for  some direction.

(Something that I didn’t have at all)

Also a Huge THANK YOU to BOOK PLANETS for helping me put my story and emotions together.

THANK YOU LOSLUNAS NM LIBRARY for helping me on the computer and printing out my manuscript for my book over and over to proofread.

And to all that stood by myside ♡

Quote:

“If everybody got somebody by the Hand Maybe everyone could learn and understand” – Sebastian Little Mermaid
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Chapter 1
The Boy Who Loved The Sky
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There are children who walk into the world quietly, and there are children who seem to arrive carrying a glow that everyone around them can feel before they even understand it. My son Bo belonged to the second group. From the moment I held him, I sensed that his life would be different, not because of his disability, but because of the tenderness he carried inside him. His eyes were the first thing people noticed. They were bright blue, like the early morning sky before the day warms up, and they sparkled every time he smiled. Those eyes watched everything with curiosity and love. They were the truest windows into the softness of his spirit.
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BO LOVED ANYTHING THAT lived and breathed. He was raised in the country, surrounded by animals that became part of his daily world. He fed miniature horses, brushed full-sized ones, helped gather eggs from the ducks, (he chased them and giggled so hard), he tossed feed to his cow, he even shared his  bottle when  he was smaller with the cow (MooMoo) and ran around the yard with our dogs trailing after him. Anyone who saw him outside would think he had been born to live among those animals. They followed him as if he carried a magnet inside his chest. Even the most skittish creatures settled when he came near. He moved slowly, gently, and always with patience. If a horse stamped its hoof or a cow shied away, he would stand still until they felt safe again. That was the way he loved, without rush and without demand. Animals seem to understand that kind of soul almost immediately.

The country air shaped him. He woke up with the sun and pressed his face against the window to look at the sky before he even stretched his arms. The sky mattered to him in a way I did not understand at first. He looked at clouds as if they were people he recognized. When a bird flew across the yard he whispered his thoughts to it. He was not loud by nature. Most of the time he would hum or talk to himself while he helped me outside. His voice had a rhythm that made ordinary chores feel like a small ceremony. He made feeding the dogs feel special. He made sweeping the porch feel peaceful. Everything became gentler when he was near it.

Because we lived in the country, the world was still and quiet most days. The roads were unpaved, the fields wide, and the sound of animals drifting in the distance was a normal part of life. Bo grew up in this calm place with an innocence that made people love him instantly. Strangers did not frighten him. He waved at everyone he saw and smiled at them as if he had known them for years. If someone stopped to talk to him, he always listened with the full weight of his attention. He wanted people to feel seen, even if he did not understand every word they said. People often walked away with tears in their eyes because something about him softened them. He had a way of reminding people that kindness could be simple.

There were many things Bo enjoyed, but nothing fascinated him like movies. He collected them the way other children collect toys. Every time a new film came out, he asked for it. He did not care about the price or whether the story matched his age. He just wanted to watch the characters move across the screen in colors and sounds that pulled him into their world. Movies became his language. They helped him understand emotions that were difficult to explain in ordinary conversation.

Two of his favorites stayed with him throughout his life. One was The Lion King. The other was All Dogs Go to Heaven. He memorized entire scenes from both films. He repeated dialogue in his own special voice. When Mufasa died in The Lion King, Bo asked questions only a child with a pure heart could ask. He wondered where Mufasa went. He wondered why Simba cried. He wondered how someone could disappear but still be loved. Those were questions I knew I would eventually have to answer in real life, but I put them away at the time. I thought we had years before he needed to understand the meaning of loss.

The second movie held a different kind of power. All Dogs Go to Heaven made him laugh and made him think. He loved Charlie and Itchy. He loved the idea that animals could live again in a place above the sky. He repeated the lines from that film with excitement, especially the scene where Charlie is warned that he cannot return once he leaves heaven. Bo liked to imitate the tone of the voice in that moment. He would open his eyes wide, start the sentence with a high pitch, and let his voice fall off into a soft whisper by the time he reached the last word. It was his way of acting, and I always laughed because he did it with such dramatic seriousness.

Movies did not just entertain him. They became teaching tools for me. When Bo was confused or worried, I used his favorite scenes to explain things. Stories helped him make sense of life, and I learned to speak through the characters he loved. If something frightening happened, I used a movie moment to guide him through his fear. If something joyful happened, I used another scene to celebrate with him. These films became bridges between his mind and the world around him.

Bo’s disability shaped how he understood things, but it never limited his ability to feel deeply. Children with Down syndrome often carry an emotional intuition that surprises even the adults who care for them. They love without hesitation. They comfort without being asked. Bo was like that. If someone in the house was upset, he felt it immediately. He looked at faces closely and could tell when someone was sad or tired. His hands were small but warm, and he used them to wipe tears from cheeks as if he held the responsibility of healing in his fingertips. I often wondered how someone so young could carry so much gentleness inside him.

The people he loved the most were his grandfather, whom he called Papa, and my mother, whom he called Him. Those names were his own creation. He had his own language and his own way of identifying the people closest to him. Papa and Him were not just family. They were anchors in his world. He followed his grandfather outside, watched him work, and helped him whenever he could. When my stepfather needed oxygen or medication, Bo was right there handing him what he needed. Caring for someone gave him pride. Helping made him feel like he was part of something important.

Papa taught him how to fish. Also my mother was always planting flowers and  Bo loved to help.  He always  bought her flowers. He loved to sit with my mother and listen to her talk. She would tell him stories about her childhood or talk about her day, and he would nod as if every word held secret meaning. He looked at her with a kind of awe that only children can show. He loved her so much that he used to hold her face with both hands when he wanted to say something meaningful. She always laughed because he did it with such intensity. I do not think he ever realized how special that gesture was, but she treasured it.
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OUR LIFE MOVED PEACEFULLY for many years. We did simple things together. We cooked meals. We prayed before dinner. We sat outside and listened to the sounds of the country. Bo had routines that shaped his evenings. Bubble baths. Snacks. A movie before bed. Prayers with interlocked fingers. His version of amen was always the same. He pulled his hands apart, lifted them into the air, and said goodbye to the ceiling with a smile. He did this every night, and every time he did it, he looked as though he was sending a message to someone above us.
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